AFTER FORTY YEARS                      John
(From The Conway)                         Masefield
LET us walk round: the night is dark but fine,
And from the fo' c' s' le we shall surely see
The lights of steamers passing to the sea,
And all the city lamp-light, line on line.
There on the flood the trampled trackways shine
With hasting gleamings shaken constantly,
The River is the thing it used to be
Unchanged, unlike those merry mates of mine.
This is the very deck, the wind that blows
Whines in the self-same rigging: surely soon
Eight bells will strike, and to his fading tune
Will come the supper-call from Wally Blair:
And then alive, from all the graves none knows,
Will come the boys we knew, the boys we were.